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ing wood. We ran to them, jumped on, and scampered
away without stopping for five or six hours; at least I
think so, for it was an hour after sunset before the robbery
was committed, and it was the last hour of the moon before
we reached our haunt.

4 The captain has come ! the captain has come!' was a
sound that always summoned my band. Fresh faggots
were thrown on the lire; beakers of wine and brandy placed
on the table. I called for Pahlen and my pipe, flung my-
self on my seat, and, dashing the purses upon the board,
4 Here,' said I, * my boys ! here is our first gold !'

CHAPTER V.

THIS affair of the cloth-merchants made as quite mad; four
parties were stopped in as many days. For any of our com-
panions to return without booty, or, what was much more
prized, without an adventure, was considered flat treason.
Our whole band was now seldom assembled. The travellers
to the fair were a never-failing source of profit. Each day
we meditated bolder exploits ; and, understanding that a
wedding was about to take place in a neighbouring castle,
I resolved to surprise the revellers in their glory, and cap-
ture the bride.

One evening as, seated in an obscure corner of the hall,
I was maturing my plans for this great achievement, and
most of my companions were assembled at their meal,
Pahlen unexpectedly returned. He was evidently much
fatigued; he panted for breath ; he was covered with sweat
and dirt; his dress was torn and soiled; he reached the
table with staggering steps ; and, seizing a mighty flask of
Rhenish, emptied it at a draught.

' Where is the captain ?' he anxiously inquired.